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192 THE CAMBRO-BRITON. 

XXXVII. 

Whence Berwyn yields her healthful gale, 
One may behold full many a vale ; 
And, but for foul Arenig's * height, 
My native plains would be in sight. 

XXXVIII. 

Gentle, gentle, gentle woman ! 

Where she loveth gentle ever ! 
Where her heart first turnetb to man, 

There her fondness ccoleth never. 



AN EPITAPH 

In St. John's Church Yard, Swansea, upon the Tomb of the 
Author's beloved Parents. 

In contemplation o'er the bed of death 

I swell each passing breeze with a deep sigh, 

And, to bedew this consecrated stone, 
A big tear flows and trembles in the eye. 

But on a beam of pure celestial light 

Angels descend, and to their kindred dust 

They lend a tongue, which in parental love 
Invites me to the mansions of the just. 

Yes, blessed saints ! inspired by heavenly hope, 
Through the rich mercies of a Saviour's grace, 

My spirit prunes its wings for that great flight 
Which shall restore me to your fond embrace f. 
Bath. J. B. 



* Arenig is a mountain of Merionethshire in the parish of Llanycil, where 
there »re two of the name. The word is a diminutive of Aren. — En. 

f The Editor would feel obliged by a Welsh translation of this Epitaph, 
appropriating an englyato each English stanza.— Ec. 



